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caught a look of amusement on Lady Temple-
combe's face, and in an access of irritation had
offered to show Teresa over the house. It was the
readiest means of escape he could devise. She was
his friend; he was responsible for her; he must get
her away from these people who made her nervous
and drove her into making a fool of herself. So he
took her upstairs, away into safety. They wan-
dered through the state rooms together.

Hitherto she had been more or less her natural
self with Sebastian; her attempts at affectation had
been brief and unsuccessful; but for weeks now,
in anticipation of the Christmas visit, she had been
schooling herself to be on her guard. So it was not
the Teresa he knew who went round the house
with him. It was a sedate Teresa, determined at all
costs to appear unimpressed. Secretly, she was
overcome by this new revelation of the splendours
of Sebastian's home; she imagined that she traced
a family likeness to him in every one of the pic-
tures; she gasped at the sumptuous velvets, at
the extravagance of the silver sconces, the silver
tables; she longed to ask whose were the coats-of-
arms represented in the heraldic windows; she
longed to ask a thousand questions, to pour forth
her admiration, her bewilderment, her ignorance;
but she allowed herself to do none of these things.
Instead, she strolled nonchalant and lackadaisical
by his side, making pert remarks; "Dear, dear!"
she said, as they paused before a Titian of Diana
and her nymphs surprised by Acteon, "aren't you
glad that your ancestresses didn't carry on in that